THE iASKIlGTOI HERALD, SUNDAY, MAY 2,

—

HIS LITTLE RED HEN

By MARION HILL, Author of “The Mol-Gobbin,” &ec.

It presupposes a decided amount of
lovableness—a nickname dJoes—and peo-
ple who never achieve the indignity are
generally so cramful of good points that
they never have room for the one neces-
sary point more—charm.

She was a dear little thing—that small
Henrje—about the nicest child that a
traveling theatrical company could ever
carry around with it and not grow an-
noyed with; because youngsters in a
troupe are generally mo end of 3 nuis-
ance, being “peithber man nor Wwoman,
neither ghost nor human,” as Pos puts
ft, of the bells, but “ghouls.” Henrie
was far indeed from being s ghoul,
though, to tell the truth, she was as un-
canny a baby as ever kept grown peocple
guessing; and it was easy enough, from
the look of her, to tell why her father
slways called her his Little Red Hen,
for she was copper-colored as a cran-
berry. This comprehensive description
has a discouragingly ugly sound. and it
fits to a T; nevertheless Henrie was 2as
pretty as a bronze elf, with hair exactly
the color of a new-one cent piece, and
eyes and brows and lashes to match. Her
fether, Jack Germaine, was pleased as
peacocks about this coloring, and used
t0 gress her bronze velvet, with fixings
in keeping—shoes, gloves, and ribbons ail
of the same hue—so that » was a red-
brown shine frofn top to toe, like a sprout
of voung oak in springtime.

She never said smart things, We
e¢ouldn’'t have stood that. But she sald
ewfully shrewd ones, or, at least,
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shrewd thought st
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Now, naturally was In Jack Ger-
maine’s mind would*rather see
his baby daughter dead than named after
his untamable waif of a wife, but, of
course, he could n 2 such a senti-
ment, so quoth cheerfully:

“What's the matter with being named
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Though Jack held out during a season,
Henrre never did, drooping from day to
day till it was always a race for life to
got her into the country in the summer.
What she wanted was a woman's com-
panionship. Wa h with
Essie and

jenrie loved Essfe, but wouldn’t tolerate
Helen, which was & pity, for Helen was
the mothering kind, while Essie. though
sweet and winsome, was ag unmaternal
as a chicken—you know how a hen can
stand on a chick, which squawks its life
away underfoot, while the hen looks kind
of heartwrung and miserable, but hasn't
the sensae to step off the victim Well,
that was Essie. She could play with a
child, work for it, feed It, metaphoricaily
scrateh for it, and present it with juicy
bits, but she couldn’t mother, couldn’t coo
and cuddle and croon and cure aches with
a kiss, in mystic mother fashion.

As for Helen—well, Helen and Jack
loved each other, and Henrle divined it
and resented it for Geneva's sake—and
there's the thing in a nutshell

Really, we haven't any private life
When we are not before the footlights
performing to an sudience we are in a
Pullman car or a hotel lobby performing,
though unwillingly and often unwittingly,
for the delight and diversion of a Public
which doesn’t have to pay for the privi-
lege. Our letterg are handed out to us by
the hotel clerk or the stage doorkeeder,
or, rather, those worthies allow us to root
emong them. and we all know the others’
business. =If a2 man loves his wife and
she doesn’t write to him, we know it; if
he isa't overkecn abo correspondence
and she is, we know that, too. And if
the writer is another man's wife, or an-
other woman's hushand, why, we're apt
to hep onto a combination of that sort
quick as streaks.

And the things we hear! We
jdiots together in the matter of talking
too much. We shut a door of a room,
fancy ourselves hermetically entombed.
and proceed te exchangs anguish or £006-
goo, utterly regardless of open transoms.
We have the courtesy to pretend, how-
ever, that what is not addressed to us
direct has not been overheard.

We none of us confided to another that
Essie Alrly was patiently in love with
Fenton Lessing, that Lessing wags in love
with Helen, and that Helen was tn love
with Jack Germaine and he with her,
both breaking their hearts trying to keep
faith with themselves and with Geneva,
who never by any chance kept faith with
anybody.
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The process\on of events was exactly in
ilne with the ancient fairy tale, “Watér
won’t quench fire, fire won't burn stick,
stick won't hit dog, dog won't bite pig,
pig won't go over the stile and we”
never get home to-night” ’

The nursery tale version of it was Chad-
man Childs’. He was the low comedian.
He Bsd to be. He wanted to be a tra-

't have lasted five |
to the gentle mothering |

~ Er\ortormance went like a funeral, t

frightening fashion

htening for the reason |

gedian, and spiritually was capable of fit,
having a scholar's mind and the silver
voice of an orator, but the breath of his
life happened to be confined in & very
comic body. He had a paunch which be-
lied him, for he rarely ate one full meal
& week, having a screw loose with his
digestion; also, he had legs a trifle bowed,
and his face was fat and heavy; his
eyebrows, too, had a grotesque tilt. His
general make-up was low comedy, and
that settled it. If he tried to be manly
and serious the public let him starve,
Under such circumstances one ordinarily
makes up one’s mind to be funny. Usual-
1y, too, more brains go to a first-class
fool than to a dozen leading men.

If Jack Germaino played mother to
Henrie, why, Charman Childs was grand-
mother, and & good cne, too, Toward the
end of the season, he had worked himself
and the rest of us into nervous jimjams
concerning the baby's evident loss of
health, By the time we had reached—
what was the town now? Can't remem-
ber the name, but know It was out West
somewhere, for we had to play Sunday
night—wherever it was. Henrie wilted
suddenly, like a little brown nasturtium.

“Don’t drag her around to the theater
to-night, Jack,” ordered Chapman an-
grily, mad as hops because his feelings
were strained. ““Tuck her in bed and
leave her to sleep. We'll all come and
have supper with you, Henrie.”

“All right,” said Henrle, weakly.

“All right,” said Jack, just as weakly.

It sounded like a sensible argument,
jbut we had grown so used to seeing the
i tiny lady at the wings that that night's
hough

{the audlence screamed as usual and we
a

h
n

were all mighty glad to get t
hurry back to the hotel.
“How's my Litti= Red Hen?' called
Jack, while yet away down the corridor.
He did not stop to think it was the mid-

rough and

constructed folk
sleep.

might be wanting
To him, and to us, the

“—Jet the little shaver Into the joke™
finished Jack stoically.

Geneva played the same town the fol-
lowing week. It was no unusual colnci-
dence, this matrimonial game of hare
and hounds; couples can dodge each
other in and out of citles the season
through, without once meeting, even at a
depot; but, to stir advance intcrest, and
in a way best calculated to cateh the
public’s winking eye, the papers were
stocked with anecdpotes of such of Ge-
neva's amusements af were printable. To
Geneva herself it added the final pleas-
ure to her escapades that she committed
them under her husband's name. This
last of hers was certainly very ‘unny—to
any ane else's husband, that is.

“Were we long coming?” asked Helen,
bending lovingly over Henrfe.

“No,” sald the child curtly, turning
away.

“Monday night In a new town,™ ex-
plained Essie Alrly. “You know what that
means, Henrfe, “We'll be through half
an hour earlier to-morrow.”

“Get a cork out, Jack.
{ feathers,” mourned Childs.
| Supper was soon in progress. It was a

she eating nothing and soon dropping to
sleep. It was a fashion she had, to sieep
when we were 2ll around her and to stay

jawake when she was left to sleep.
] Instituted for
isoon over when she refused to partske.

Henrie, the meal was
But who wants to rush to bed at 1
o'clock” We separated into groups and
chatted quietly.

“I'm going down stairs to hunt for
mail,”

by Henrle's cot. “Come with me, Helen,
won't you, and we can take a stroll”
“No, thank you,” answered Helen, with

I'm chewing !

failure as far as Henrie was conc»rned.]

scowled Lessing, glooming terri-|
| bly at Jack and Helen, who were sitting |
die of the night and that certain welrdly |
to|
iddle of |

|

which to him was an audience of only
one—tired little Henrls propped disconso-
lately in the wings, walting for the tribu-
tary roar of laughter. It cheered her like

Little

wine.

“But what In the world alls
Red Hen that she sinks back quick
Iy?" asked worried death,
as he bundled the baby into her wraps
after the perforamnce. She lay as inert
as a doli,

“She’s just spindling away for a wom-
an,” blurted Chapman Childs. “Gir] chil-
dren are iots like that. They need a
mother’s arms around ‘em to keep 'em
alive.”

Wednesday night Henrle was not strong
enough even to sit in a chalr, so a sofa
was fixed for her In the wings.

Again Germaine rollicked through his
part, again he put his best work in his
last scene, and again his reward was less
the tumultuous applause of the audience
than the gilmmer of light that lit up Hen-

my
s0
to

than a penny kita.

One line in particular. had been made
Henrie's own, for Jack used to fling it at
her In comradeship, “If you love me, look
at me!” It was a “‘catch” line climaxing
an absurdly funny courtship scene with
Essle Airly. The stage was set for a
moonlight garden, just off a ballroom,
bits of waltz music playing softly all the
time. The lne, simple as it was, In-
variably “brought down the house,” so
full was it of ludicrously ardent exulta-
tion. During its delivery, Germaine would
smile at Hearle, she smiling back, the
rippled mirth of the audience a pleasure
to them both,

A pleasure while Henrie was well that
is; but very little pleasure now, for as
the week dragged to its close it was more
than plain that the child was in a serious-
ily bad way.

Sunday night her father couldn't even !

dress her, but put a blanket around her
little white wrapper and tucked her on
the sofa In hijs dressiag-room while he
made up. Her sleep wasn't sleep exactly,
but a sort of stupor, so that she was ob-
livious of what was going on. Essie never
thought of lowering her volce.

She hurrfed in with Helen and came
right out with the thing.

“Jack.” she sald, “Geneva's company
Is in town, They evidentiy don't play
Sunday night. I thought you ought to
know.
a minute since.”
| “Speak lower!” ordered Jack, furious.
i “Geneva!™ cried Henrie, pushing away

{ ful.

ol

the day. H
“Oo-hoo!” she piped up, invisible. The|

i was good to hear. One is apt to!

y always that a child left alone will |

a1

iail

go and swallow something, or
or fall out, or will croak s

will

never cheerful; |
Py to be cheer-|
carrying an!

he was too young
And besides hs
armful of bottles, !
sandwiches. {
was completely smowed under |
, the bed was cove= |

ugh on Jack. His wife’'s face smiled up |
at him, as impudent as life. i

“Is her season & long one?" pursued |
Henrie.

“I don't know,” sald Jack.

“Wiil she sign for a summer engage-
ment, do you think?"” Y

“I cannot possibly tell, Henrie.”

“Doesn’t she write to you ever?”

“No, Henrie.”

“Why, do you suppose?”

“She never was any hand at writing |
letters,” he said. Then, under his breath |
“to me!™

“If she doesn't sign for the summer,
will she coma 10 see us?”

If ever a man looked as If it would be
a rellef tc lle, it was Jack. His little
daughter stared at him hopefully. But,
between these two, whose brief bome!
happiness had been fabricked on les and |
wrecked by them, thers was 3 solemn |
pact of truth, truth to be taken by {he!
handle if possible; if not, then by the|
blade, as now—

“No*

“Why?" whispered Henrle,

“We're too slow for Geneva,™ sald Jack,
forcing a rollicking tone and rejoicing to
see that he was able to keep back the
deathly pallor which had begun creeping
into Henrle's face. "She likes gzood times |
and good company. She’ll probably go!
abroad, as she always does.” i

“Geneva’s popular, isn’t she?” crowed
Henrie, her pride returning.

“She i1s,” said Jack dryly.

“Get your tces out of the way, Hen: I
want to put down the tray,” ordersd Es- |
sie, glad of a pretense which enablea ber |
to bundle the photographs awa; to a
table.

“How @id the play go lo-nigh: Jack®"
asked Henrfe.

“Great!™

“What sort of a house?”

“Stuffed!”

“Did they laugh at your funny scene in
the last act?”

“Fell off the benches™

“0Oo-00!” Henrie rubbed her soft hauds
in a shuddering deiight. She felt a pro-
prietary interest In that scens—Jack al-
ways used to play it “to” her. nights
“Don’t leave me again,” she begged sud-
denly.

“I won't,” promised Jack, “for I se=
you do not sieep.”

“No,” murmured Henrle, “I think.”

“What about?” challenged Childs, tak-
ing the evening paper from his pocke:.

Henrie made no answer; her eyes were
fixed darkly on Helen Keith, to whose
side Jack had gone.

“Any time to-night, Germaine,™ sug-
gested Lessing, glow:ring over the tops
of the bottles. Jack relieved him, none
too genially. There was open hostility
between the two.

“By Jove!” snorted Childs, throwing a
startled look from the newspaper to Jack.
Then he mnervously rolled up the sheet
and stuffed it in his pocket

“I've read it,” sald Jack gamely. He
cast a protective glance at Henrie, “But
be careful you don't—""

“God bless my soul, never!” threw in
Childa

3

€.¢de

{ glance at the bell, as if to hint that if s

{ chap, Helen.

iend—well, the boy's all right” That
seemed to be 2ll, absolutely all. Ger-
maine was entircly finished, With his

| eves and answered him there. Whatever

i1y, almost dispassionately, but the cords

“I've Read It,” Said Jack, Gamely.

sweet I difference.
there is any.”
Fenton Lessing played a little scene all

“Bring my malil, if

by himself. He threw a look of reproach
P
at the heartless fair one, cast a meaning

m

da

enial she could ring for one.
ed to heaven for help, compre-

¥ upon his errand.
Jack.
his volce was troubled

“Yes?™ The brief word was a whole
volume. Shorn of the indifference of a

moment ago,
life.
“We are old friends.”
For a

wanwhile with a keen intuition of
was FPregently he

“I think this is the prettiest of all,” Il, we are good friends. May
ape
she said. cramming one into her father's| ng - § !
hapd. “Don’t you Jack?” nd Jjest were humming
. e s H their sorrow set them
“Very pretty,” he assented. It was|._ .

xe saying help, Jack?" she asked,
and there was warning in her words,
He honestiy pondered her question.
“Yes,” he said finally, but with evident
depression, “I think it may.”
“Say what you like, then,”
mitted, depressed, too.
“It's—it's Fenton Lessing. He's a nice
He comes of a good famiiy,

she per-

eyes fixed sadly upon the woman who
understood him he quietiy patted the
sleeping child who lay between.

They were silent, but it cannot be sald
that they did not speak, for every thought
which his heart held leaped into her

it was, they fought the fight through to
its end and the mastery was hers, and he
was glad, for he quietly lifted her hand
to his lips and kissed it.

“And T shall never marry Fenton, or
any ome,” she concluded, as if to some
masterly array of argument.

Reaching out to the tabie he picked up
one of Geneva's pictures. “Any court
would free me in an hour,” he said quict-

lcaped into view in his clenched hand
He struck the radiant, pictured prettiness
and threw it from him. His glance trav-
eled back to Henrle, resting there de-
votionally. "But Gencva shall never say
that I shut her from what was once, and
still is, her home; nor kept her from the
little child who loves her. Geneva
knows, and always must koow, that it
is possible for her to come back to me—
for Henrie's sake, for Henrie’s sake, for
Henrie’'s! I—hate her.”

“Don’t say that before the baby,”
begged Helen, “or to me.”

Again the pause fell

“Helen, what good can come of it~
queried Germaine, “your wasting your
life for—" There
him to finish.

“None,” she sald, drearily smiling. “But
I shall do it—to the end.”

“No letters,” sald Fenton, reappearing
as sulkily as he had gone.

We were all saying good-night.

“And If you want any help. Jack,” said
Essie carnestly, “‘never scruple to cali
mz, at any hour.”

“Want help?” echced Jack blankiy.
Then his eyes stole anxiously to Henrie.
He went white “Why, you don't
think—" and he put his hand to his
threat to strangle the words there.

“Henrle Is all right,”” said Helen quick-
ly. “Let her sieep.”

rie looked mighty lonely as we shut the
door upon him.

How nice and nofmal the ddylight Is,
to be sure; next day things were back
tc the usval. And next night the play
went finely. The house just shouted
at Germaine's scene in the last act, He
did play it exceptionally well, exerting
every effort of his mind and heart to

he gift of patience, and de-| hi

He spoke low, to |

her tone was warm with |

whrle that was all; she looking at |

were no wards tori

*he
th

and struggling to get up.
u hear that? Geneva in our
! My mother! My pretty
here? Will she come?

Wil my mother be

d dropped ! it
to her and knelt by
" she cried, frightened.

hing~for you?”

rie’s face—a little bit of a fate, no blgxer“

I passed Geneva In the street not |

little louder. To raise her feeble vo!
above these nolses, Hearfe spoke very
ciearly.

“Jack,” she sald, and her voice “car-
ried” to the galleries. “Is Geneva here?”

“No, dear.”

As if the words had been a stab she
blanched beneath them. Across the stage,
Essie Airly sank into a chair and turned
avay her face.

“Jack,” continued Henrle, still cleariy,
“is Geneva coming?”

Before the trusting honesty of her big
bright eyes of brown his ile was silenced.

“No!"” he said at last.

Into her glance there came a quick
gleam of reproach that he should hurt
her so, Her wee wasted hand crept
slowly to her Heart, clutching at its bur-
den of pain. The music kept on and 2
little laugh wafted up from the audi-
ence. Then Henrie's head, framed in its
r2d-gold curls, dropped heavily back upon
Jack's arm.

At that some one behind the scenes,
with awful intuftion, gave an order. And
the final curtain made its slow descent.

(Copyrighted.)

FROM WOMAN'S
POINT OF VIEW

—

We could lve in comparative peace
were it not for the meddling of people
who forget that they have quite enough
to do in attending to their own affalrs.
We cannot aveid tale-bearing although
we can keep it within reasonable bounds
by refusing to hear stories. I used to
think it was possible to impress tale-
bearers with one’s aversion to tattle, but
{ I have been forced to the conclusion that
{ there are persons too dense to receive
impressions, and one hardly lfkes to be
brutal enough to dezl in plain speech
while being sure of the consequences.

L

| It takes a deal of tact to Hve in har-
{mony with all sorts of human beings.
!Prs'!nrer.ces have to be avoided on ac-
jcount of jealousies, and conversations
;ha\-e to be literaliy chewed to bits as we
{ are advised to do by our fodod. When we
| learn of any of the unfair ngs said of
jus, criticisms of our appearance, our
imanners or acts, we are bound to feel
i uncomfortable, and that attitude is sure
to affect our treatment of those whose
| tongues have been allowed to wag care-
tlessly. I have seen hundreds of peace-
jloeving men and women who hgve nar-
irowed thelr circle of friends and acquain-
tances down to those who do not inter-
fere with thelr comfort and serenity. A
friend who has berm tested and found
wanting is quietly dropped, let down so
gradually as not to be aware of the pro-
cess.

|
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Life is top short for any part of it to
be spent in unnecessary discomfort It
is none too smooth with all our care, and
if we hope to get more than a taste of
its sweetness we t pick our daily
surroundings with great care. There are
pleasant companions to be found, inter-
esting books, good music, amusing plays,
and any number of diversions which do
depend upon

s
mus

not P men and women out-
side of the fami circle. Omne good
thing the automot eraze has donme for

humanity—it has le us

with nature and less depe

socisty of our fellow-creatures.
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attention tha strength-sapping en-
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garded as a necessary part of existence.
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i I was told recently that a young mat-
iron Is pluming herself over the knowledge

; that in the five years of her married life

wedly

ber health
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is of chief
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ishe has not lost a friend to h:er knowl-
| eGge. She has added to the list, how-
jever, so slowly as to 1=e  comment
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SETTY BRADEEN.

| you can go away,” whispered | 5% e
I | TENANT'S 1L0SS IN BURGLARY,
felen went s o

eon-

y making up and dressing, Jack

by and watched the

- ange which deepened on h
face. Her breathing weas all wrong.
That small, uncertain heart of hers had
got the doctor was always
warping again
done to set i
Germaine
{ scrawled out
{door, he chanced upon Fenton Lessing

lindly to his feet an

iim for weeks.

seen !
“To Geneva.”

“Come to the theater immediately. Hen-
rie is dangerously ilIL

"Don’t worry, Jack; please!

ith impressive distinctness:

“Little Red Hen, listen: I've changed
¥ mind. I think Geneva will come.”
Henire opened her eyves and seemed to
come back from somewhere; shs spoke
coherently but passionately:

“Tou always tell me the truth, dom't
you, Jack?™

“Always.”

“And vou really think she may come?™

*I really think she may come.”

“Carry me to the wings, Jack. It will
be your cue pretty soon.™ ;

Lovingly he carried her to her accus-
tomed place. He comprehended that she
dare not speak of the hope which gath-
ered strength from his promisa, but the
life of it was tingling happlly through
her,

Then commenced his torture, for the
play was on. Every minute that he could
he stood beside Heurle, trying to reply
assuredly to the constant question:

“Jack, is Geneva here yvet?”

“Not yet, Littie Red Hen ™

inally Henrie sickened of the asking !
and dropped Into a heavy stupor.

Just as Jack tore himself away to go
on for the last act, Lessing brought e
telegram:

Your ruse is too flimsy, Jack. Jovest something
else. GENEVA.

Crushing the paper in his fist, Jack
went upon the stage and plunged into the
gayety of the sceme, carrying his andi-
ence cheerily with _him.

And Henrie never moved—her pet scene,
too.

To her quiet form Jack played as he
had never piaved before, till the great
houss rose at him in applause,

Yet still she pever stirred.

Then he came to the test line, the line
of their freemasonry. Into his voice there
leapaed a loud fear—it rang commandingly:

“If you leve me, look at me! look at
me!” To this he added, unknowing,
“Henrie!” And again: “Henrie!”

Unable to continus, he paused—the
silence intense, except for the music.

Dazed and obeying the command of his
spirit, Henrle sat np and slipped from th
couch. Swaying and faltering, she we
right out before the footlights; not that
she saw them; blind, indeed, and drawn
but by the homing instinct, she staggered
across the center of the stage tili she
came to her father’s stricken feet. Then
she raised her hands, And he lifted her
to his breast.

From the audience came a stir of ex-

m

bring 2 smile to the face of his audience,

er |

d!

a telegram. Going to his|
and wrung his hand as if ke had not|

“You'll send this, won't you?" he asked. i

we, old chap,” sald Lessing. 'i’he'n.E

‘Prench Court Decides Owner eof
! Property Is Liable.
! Frem le Journal
! To Comtesse de La Poeze has just been
ages against the
t &8s compen-
mitted in her
Itmar ment during her absence after she
had confided the key to the concierges
| with instructions tha: they should watch
over the safety of her belongings.

On July 30, 185 an spartment rented

?mn:ed 2,000 francs da

3,
by Comtesse de La Poeze 38 rue de Liile,
3s broken into during her ahsence and
some valuable jewels were stolen, The
burglars were soon afterward arrested,
ang it was found thap one of them was
the son of the conclerges. into whose care
the apartment had been given., When
the burglary was committed the comn-
clerges were absent on a holliday and the
key to the apartment had been intrusted
to their son.

The court’s judgment declared that the
proprietor of the house i= regponsible for
the acts of his concierge, and that the
Comtesse de La Poeze was acting in ac-
cording with Parisian custom in putting
her confidence In the concierges, who had
been placed in a position of responsibility
by the owner of the house,

Consequently the court admitted the
comtesse’s claim in principle, but reduced
it from 6,000 francs to 2,000 francs.

The Third Persona.
From the Nashrille Banner.

In the town where the Rev. Dr. Em-
mons was pastor lived a physiclan tine-
tured witly the grossest form of panthe-
ism who declared that if ever he met
Dr. Emmons he would easlly floor him
in argument. One day they met at the
home of a patient. The physiclan asked
Dr. Emmons:

“How old are Tou, sir?™

The doctor, astounded at his rudeness,
quietly replied, “Sixty-two; may I ask,
sir, how long you have lived?™

“Since the creation.” was the reply of
the pantheist.

“Ah, I suppose, then, you were in the
Garden of Eden, with Adam and Eve?”

“l was there, sir.”

“Well,” said the wily divine, “we all
know there was a third person present”™

Would or Wenld Net,

From Punch

Sergeant of Royal Irish Constabulary
{Interviewing new member of the force)—
Well, Maginpls, 'tis the fine sthrong
fieshy-lookin® fella ye are. Now, if a
desprit man attacked ye wid a knife an’
a pistol, would ye run or fight?

Recruit—Shure, yer honor, I wouid.

Sergeant—What, ye would?

Recruit—Begorra, I mane I would not,
Sor!

Sergeant—Ah, now, that's betther!
G'long wid ye, me bucko!
Maritime Note.
From London Spare Moments.
Winks—I see Newlywed af the club

quite often since his baby came. I
thought he was frmly snchored to a
home life,

Binks—He was, but at the first squail

pectant amusement. The music swelled &

he began to drag his anchor.

voice

of soclal events told me |
that when he offered her the cholea be- |
ickets and an | g4

the latter, much to his surprise and grat- | the downstairs sitting-room,

n he is glad to turn her|

S. F. B. MORSE, THE ARTIST

Son of the Tnventor Recalls His Distinguished
Father's Artistic Heyday.

One of the most interesting links con-
necting the present day with the mighty
achievements of the past is J. E. Finley
Morse, son of Samuel F. B. Morse the
inventor of the telegraph.

Eighty-four years old, Mr. Morse lives
near Westport, on the Connecticut shore
of the Sound, in the family of his niece,
Mrs. Susan Morse Perry, favorite grand-
daughter of the great inventor, and wife
of George K. Perry, country gentleman.
The family celebrated the 115th anniver-
sary of the birth of the great inventor
on April 27,

Mr. Morse’'s recollections of his dis-
tinguished father, and the achievements
that have immortalized his name, are
particularly interesting at this time, when
wireless telegraphy has caused such &
commotion in scientific circles. But the
aged son of the inventor does not belleve
that the later discovery has astonished
the world as much as did thst of his
father, says the New York Herald

Strange to say, Mr. Morse remembers
his father as distinguished in art long
before the tclegraph was even faintly con-
ceived. It was during the youth of this
man that Samuel F. B. Morse was a
struggling young artist, a portrait painter
of repute, president of the National
Academy of Design, and the most zealous
one of its founders. The circumstances
connected with the birth of J. E. Finley
Morse wrought such changes in the life
of the artist Morse that his thoughts
were diverted from art into the open
channel of invention, for at that time
he lost his beautiful young wife, whom
he adored, who was his Inspiration, com-
panion of his struggles, and his coun-
sellor. What success in art mightuhave
been In store for the gifted Morse had
not the heavy hand of sorrow fallen upon
him none cap say. It may have been art
rather than invention that would have im-
mertalized kis name.

Has Many Works of Art,

Mrs. Susan Morse Perry has inherited
many of the works of art of her distin-
guisped grandfather. The home of the
Perrys is one of the most commodious
of the Compo Beach summer homes, so
that the famlly lives there all the year
roupd—"for, you see,” explained Mrs.
Perry, “we could not move about when
we heve Uncle Finiey to make comforta-
ble. I belleve he is about the most im-

rtant inheritance I have from my
grandfather. Uncle Finjey is a bach-
elor, and ever since I was married he has
lived with me.”

Mr. Finley Morse is the ideal old gen-
tleman in appearance. His faculties are
impaired from the welght of years, and
deafness has been an infirmity since
eariy life, but he is greatly interested in
pas=ing events, keeps up with the news
in the dally newspapers, reads all the

magazines, rakes the lawn in summer, and
splits the kindling wood when he feels like
doing so. In the winter, aven on the coldest
days, he shovels smow and takes a conm-
utional ebout . grounds. He has

she chose!an easy chair in the sunniest corper of

a Dbright

He has always preferred na- { light to read by, a cigar after dinner, and
¥ gave in to hér | plenty of loving hands to wait on him

and make him comfortable.
“No one about the place is busier than
Uncle Finley,” said Mrs Perry. “He is

interested in the horses and dogs and
chickens, and in making the garden.

However, I don't think we can persuade ¢

him to talk, for his habit of silence has
grown upon him of late years, 2s is the
case with the hopeiessly deaf.”
Dislikes the Automobile.
So we wrote a few questions on paper,

up ts date she|
» addition. She |
to spend |

she is not wil-

f
and Mr. Morse studied them gravely, and
then from the quavering voice {hat had
almost forgotten how to arti date we
gathered that he was much in'.reeted in

wireless telegraphy and also raat he did
not like automobiles.
“When I was a boy,” saléd M- Morse,

“I went to Mr. Skinner's s~Ywoel in New
Haven, and =2iso to a Frencn school in
Rye. I leawrned the printer’s trade when
I was 2 young man, and I worked in the
office of the Christian Observer. My fa-

i ther wrote articles for it, and my uncle,

Charles Moree, worked for it—got sub-
scribers for ft.

“My uncle Finley was never a son of
toil to any great extent,” said Mrs. Per-
ry. “Scarlet fever when he was young
left him with deafness and otherwise in-
capacitated bim, and then his fathers
fortune was the means of removing all
the financial problems of existence. He
has falled noticeadly in the Jast few
vears, and though his deafness has doubt
less affected his mentality so that he
lives within himself he reads his news-
papers and magazines and rarely speak ',
$0 we hardly know what he thinks r »out.
Now and then he has an idea, asd he
reads about all the new inventions.

“I wish simet nes that I could make
him talk and tell of the scer s ard ¥x-
periences of his youth He w the
yvoungest child of my graréfats g §rst
wife, and she died one m 'L after his
birtii. Ier death was witlv o* doubt the
greutest sorrow in the liie 0. Grand-
father Morse, for she tus his ald and
counselior. She alore kuew of all his
struggles. I have his j2tters to her writ-
ten before and after their marriage. They
are so fu]l of consideration and love,
and through them il there is a vein of
picty eo characteristic of the time, and
all written with scrupulous care, and
in the quaint formality of his day, when
a2 letter was scarcely the insignificant
trifle that it is at present.™

Fine Artistic Example.

In the library of Mrs. Perry’s home
there hangs or the wall above the tall
brick mant..piece surmounting a huge
cavernous fireplace an ofl painting of her
grandmother Morse, with two children,
posed after the style of Angelica Kaufr-
man’'s picture of the Duchess of Devon-
shire and children. It was painted in
1820 and entitles Morse to recognition
among the best artists of his time. In
the wide hall Is a huge canvas represent-
ing a life size portrait of the artist's
sister, and in the drawing-room is a small
painting of Morse, painted by himself.
He is adorned by the medals sent by the
Emperor of Austria in 1855, and with the
decoration in diamonds from the Sultan
of Turkey in 1843 also the insignia of
a chevalier of the Legion of Honor, con-
fexred by the Emperor of France in 1856

“These medals were presented by the
family to the National Museum in Wash-
ington,” said Mrs. Perry, “at the time
of the death of 1ay grandfather’s second
wife. She was IMiss Sarah Griswold, of
Poughkeepsie, and was a deaf mute, and
was married to my grandfather in 1848
twenty-three years after the death of
my grandmother. Edward Lind Morse,
the artist, was one 9of the children of this
later marriage, and he has inherited his
father's talent for art, just as my late
brother, Samuel F. B. Morse, inherited a
taleat for Invention.

“I remember my grandfather very weil,
indeed,” said Mrs. Perry. "He was tail
with white halr, a long white beard, and
he heild me on his kpee. He was very
fond of children, and there were a lot
of us in the family, for his children of
his early marriage were all married and
had children ccentemporaneous with the
children of his second marriage.

“My uncle, here, remembers his grand-
father, Jedediah Morse, better, possibly,

than any of the associations of his early

e

by

life, since, after his mother's death, his
grandparents reared her four children, of
whom he was the youngest. Jedzdiah
Morse was a Congregational clergyman,
and was preaching in Charlestown, N. H.,,
at the time of Washington's inaugura-
tion. He published so many geographies
that he has been called the father of
American geography.
Studied in London.

“It is rather Intsresting to think that
while my grest-grandfather was devoted
to facts, apd had studied his theology
under Dr. Jonathan Edwarde, son of the
original Edwards, and was a man of
persistence and energy and not at all an
imaginative man, and while his wife was
2 Finiey and represented the sturdiest
kind of New England character, this
couple nct only gave to their talented
son the zartistic temperament, but also
made au kinds of sacrifices in order that
ne might study painting under one of the
best artists in Boston, and afterward sent
him to Londen to study, in the year ISIL
I have always been greatly interested ia
my grandfather's history. I have a scrap
book of letters written by him.™

Here Mrs. Perry produced a collection
of old letters. “Fancy this one, written
In 1816,” she exclaimed, “on the eve of
his graduation from Yale, just ninety-
nine years ago. It says: ‘I am now re-
leased from college and am attending to
painting. As to my cholce of a pro-
feselon, I still thipk I was made for a
painter, and would be obliged to you to
make such arrangements with Mr. All-
ston for my studying with him as you
shall think expedient. I should desire to
study with him during the winter, and
as he expects to return to England in
the spring I shouid admire to be zble to
g0 there with him. But of this we will
talk when we meet at home.’

“I like to fancy him in London and
meeting all the great artists, as he did.
Benjamin West was at the height of his
fame then. Listen to this letter:

“T called upon Mr. West, at his home
in Newman street, one morning. As I
entered the studio, a half length portrait
of George III stood before me on an
easel, and Mr. West was sitting with his
back toward me, copying from it upon
canvas. My name having been men-
tioned to him, he did not turn, but. point-
ing with the pencil he heid in his hand
to the portrait from which he was copy-

ing, he said:
“*“Do you see that picture, Mr.
Morsze?"

“**“Yes, sir.” I said. *T percelve it is
the portrait of the King.”

King Sat for Him.

*e“Well,” said Mr. West, “the King
was sitting to me for that portrait when
the box cortaining the American Decla-
ration of independence was handed to
nim.”

“*““Indeed,” I answered, “and what
appeared 10 be the emotioffs of the King?
What did he say ™"

*“**“His reply was characteristic of the
goodnesg of his heart,” said Mr. West
“If they can be happier under the govern-
ment they have chosen than under mine,”™
he said, “I shall be happy.”’

“When Grandfather Morse came back
to America he was sbout twenty-four
vears oid, and he thought his fortune was

madej but he had terrible struggies.
This country wasn't strong for art in
those days. As he had the Inventor's

ambition at that time he invented some
kind of ap engine to be used by fire de-

partments. But it was not a success. He
wasted & year upon it, and in one of

| these letters he tells how the neighbors
iall gathered to see it tested, and the
verdict was that Morse would better
stick to his br: and leave machinery
alone. So he went back to his easel and
made a Iiving at portrait work

Told of Old Letters,

“I have followed him through his art
struggles as wel} as I can is letters.
He palnted fifty-three portrait
Charleston, 8. C.,, In 1818 In 1521, he was
busy in Washington, working in a room
in the Capitol, painting an immense can-
vas 11 by 73§ feet, representing the mem-
bers of the House of Representatives.
There were eighty portraits, but the pie-
ture was not a success. It was finally
soid to an Eaglishman, who took it over
to London. But & was brought back
again, and one time, in the year 18] it
was found nailed to g pertition In the
third story of a downtown building in
New York, all covered with dust. Then
Daniel Huntington bought it.

“From a studio in Broadway, opposits
Trinity churehyard, he wrots that there
were many artists in New York aad that
all were poor and complaining. Mozney,
ke said, was the chief end of man and
also that New York was given up whoily
to commerce. It was just at the time
when he was at his lowest depths that
be had a commission from the city to
paint Gen. Lafayette. He wrots from
Wishington, where he went to accom-
plish the work: ‘The general iz agree-
abie. Ha introduced me tc his son, say-
Ing, “This is Mr. Morse, the painter. He
has come to Waghington to take the
topography of my face.”’

Painted Gen. Lafayette,

“Gen. Lofayeite was giving him the
last sitting for the picture when ths news
of the death ¢f Grandmother Morse was
conveyed to Lim. Then Uncle Finley
was a month oid. The famfly have al-
ways regarded this event as the crisls

in my grandfather’s life. This was in
the year 1885. But for that he might
never have been the inventor of the tele-
graph. Who can tell? Duripg her lifs
he was lover, enthulast, artist and idesl-
ist Her death was such a blow to him
that he gave way to feelings of despond-
ency that were nearly his undoing. But
the following year, In company with
others, he founded the National Academy
of Design and was elected its first presi-
dent. He gave much of his time to it
doubtless for the reason that he was In
no mood for his work. At the szme
time be became Interested in experiments
in electricity. Although he went to Eue
rope again to study art, his inspiration
was gone, and art was not the same.
It was on his return voyage that he con-
ceived the idea of the telegraph Instru-
ment. Before he became an inventor
there was still a time when he was pro-
fessor of literature of the arts of design
in the New York University. He painted
some in later life, but his commercial
Interests did not harmonize well with art,
and ‘so the latter became merely an avo-
cation. His life was replete with interess,
and Laever tire of studying it. especially
those early years long before he was
ever heard of, but when his character
was forming. He is a kind of living
personage to me.”

Mrs. Susan Morse Perry is an enthus-
fastic lover of art, a collector of antigues,
an ardent horsewoman, has a kennei of
high bred dogs, and also wieids a facile
pen: especially was she heard from at
the time of the Cuban war, when she
figured in the magazines as an ardent
defender of the Cuban cauze.

Suffragist Endiessy Telephone Chain,
From the Springfield Republican.

At the recent election in Aurora, i,
the women were urged to form an “end-

» h

m

ing herself to call up five male voters
every day, and urge them to vote right
If it takes as long to get people on tha
telephone In Aurora as it often does in

voted themseives in half the time,

L

less telephone chain,” each woman pledg-

Massachusetts, the women could have

fi
)




